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On Sunday morning, the tenth, a special train arrived
at the main station in Warsaw. It was very early—
shortly after six o'clock. Only a few people were there
—some newspaper men, the head of the P.O.TT. in the
city, and Prince Lubomirski, one of the three members of
the Council of Eegency which the Germans had appointed
to succeed the Council of State. A man stepped from
the train, dressed in the gray uniform of the Legions—
rather a shabby uniform, worn and stained in the prison
of Magdeburg.
All over Poland people had been discussing PilsudskTs
return and expecting it, any time after the first of Novem-
ber. He was now the acknowledged head of the nation.
He was both a legend and a hope.
Prince Lubomirski invited Mm to breakfast—a social
occasion, for the political situation was not discussed.
The breakfast party was rather a gesture, a welcome
back from the head of what little government existed in
Poland, a recognition of his importance. But he could
not loiter; by eight o'clock he was at work.
In a quiet side street near the center of the city the
P.O.W. had rented three rooms in a boardinghouse. The
coming and going of their members passed unnoticed
and it was comparatively easy to escape from German
spies there. In a short time it was noised abroad that
Pilsudski was in that house. At once the quiet street
was full of people, shouting his name enthusiastically,
expressing their belief that his return meant better times.
Bv ten o'clock a motor could not enter the street.
*.
Delegations went to speak with him, from two to five
men in a group. Giving perhaps half an hour to each,
he began seeing them early that day and continued till
four o'clock the next morning; then he rested for two
hours and received more delegations until the late after-
noon. They talked and he listened, for he had to learn

